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MELETE. 

In tlie Border-Lajid of Dreams. 



"Wliat "waters sine and sunsets tea-oli, 

Write tliou in tliy soroU. 
Tlie -world but sees tlie form of thin^s; 

Tliou slialt see tlieir soûl. 



Of ^HvUfi in <0aiiU«« 

Wliat if an olive leaf ble^v do'WTi 
And touolied His face — His liand— 

And other leaves in liappy "whirl 
Made oool tlie beaten sajid, 
Piled soft the rooky strand; 

olive leaves eo frail and é^ayl 

1 love you for your deed that day. 

Wliat if f air Huleli lilies bent 

Tlieir ums of spicery 
To anoint His feet, in iLomage meet, 
Tliat they sbould mentioned be 
In His ffweet sermonry; 
O lilies I ffweeter evermore 
Are ail, for this the love ye bore. 

Wliat if the -wlnds from Lebanon 

Blevr do'wn. to Nazareth, 
Just for their longiné but to touch 
His temples' clusterinè vrreath 
With S"weetly cooliné breath; 

-winds I but touch our eyelids dim 
"With healiné that ye caught from Him. 



19 WlIEREFOREt 

Wliat if th.e tides of Galilée 

Were dra-wn about His feet, 
Gave ail th.e "white-bo-wed -waves assent 
To His commandineiits sweet, 
And oeased tlieir an^ry beat; 
-wind-ffwept sea of Galilée I 
My Master's footsteps ballo^wed tliee. 

Wliat if the -weary multitudes, 

Like "waves of Galilée, 
Were dra^wn about His sinless feet 
And knew sweet ministry, 
Grevr calm like restful sea; 

Clirist! éi"^® Tbou sucli peace to me 
As once to storm-tossed Galilée. 



Far amid tbe orested mountains 

Tbere are caverns dark and deep, 
Wliere a beauty speech, transcending, 

Has for aeons lain asleep; 
Never mortal f oot lias sullied 

Stainless parapets of snow 
Hanginè o'er tlie unentered portais 

Wliere thèse jeweled altars gloTV. 



LEGEND OF THE MOSS ROSE, jj 

Wh.erefore were suoh. temples builded 

Far from ajay mortal ken? 
Are there eyes tliat read tliese gospels 

Otlier than th.e eyes of men? 
*Tis as if the grand old Cosmos, 

Th-o' sh.e -work in hidden spot, 
Has a Truth th.at slie must utter 

Wh.ether men slxall knovr or not. 



Pleasant is the legend olden 

Of tlie moss-rose— veiléd flower— 

Prized above our lilies golden, 

Peer and queen in Flora's bo'wer. 

Once, 'tis said, the Saviour, -weary, 
While His f eet the hot sands pressed, 

Wandered thro' a désert dreary 
Finding neither joy nor rest; 

Cruel thoms His tired f eet -woxinded 

'Till their blood-stains marked the sand, 

Satan' s host His soûl surrounded 
Tempting Him on every hand. 



M4 LEGEND OF THE MOSS ROSE. 

Yet He fell not— He the sinless— 
And the po"wers of darknese fled, 

Tlien came Heaven's approving "witness, 
And His soûl -was oomforted. 

Straiélit His tom feet press ffweet mosses 
Wliere but burniné sands liaul lain, 

Soft they wipe -wltb. de^vy tresses 
From each. cruel -wound the stain. 

Breathed He then a blessing holy 
O'er the mosses cool and svreet, 

Spreadiné in their worship lowly 
Dewy velvet for His feet; 

Soaroely had the "words been spoken 
When the moss-tuft burst apart 

And there sprang as Heaven's token 
Stainless roses from its heart. 

Ne'er before had ^rown such flower 
E'en in Sharon' s valley fair, 

Ne'er a blossom held as dovrer 
Fragrance so above compare: 

Mossy-veiled and de-w-besprinkled, 
Fit for angel's garment hem, 

Pure as stars that -whitely twinkled, 
Hung each rose, a diadem.. 



"Wliere -were the élorious colora bom, 
Th.e jasper, sapphire, emerald, é^ld, 
Clialoedony in shlniné fold, 

Tliat gamiabied ail the sky at mom? 

Th.e sardius, béryl, oliryaolite, 

Tlie topaz, jacinth., amethyst, 

Tliat b\imed beyond th.e "vsrreathini mist 
And élorifiôcl the sky at ni^ht? 

Were they pure streams of li^ht that f ell 
From fair foundations je-wel-set 
Along the jasper parapet 

That guards the heavenly oitadel? 



^mUtp4 



Little baby lies asleep 

In a dream of ^lory; 

By the lié^'t upon her face, 

By the smile that I can trace, 

Half I guess the story 

That the an^els tell 
To my baby Belle. 



iô ASLEEP, 



"Wide they ope tlie peajrly gâtes, 

Lettdné h.eaveii's splendor 

Float adown before lier eyes,— 

Half a memory, lialf surprise — 

While vrith. voioes tender, 

New deliélits they tell 
To my baby Belle. 

And tbey briné lier for lier mates 

Clierub children lioly, 
Wliile an angel f air and tall, 
Purest, sweetest one of ail, 

Kisses, bendinè lowly, 

Bro^W", like pearl and sbell, 
Of my baby Belle; 

Wliispers that tlie angels wait 

Close beside lier ever; 
Tliat lier place is kept above 
By the One wliose name is Love, 

Wlio forêetteth. never, 

But deliglits to dwell 
With my baby Belle; 

Tells ber bow ber gardens fair 

Grow eacb morniné fairer; 

And tbe oberub obildren bring 

Palms and lilies blossominé, 

But of treasures rarer, 

Tenderly tbey tell 
To my baby Belle; 



BROKEN. 17 

Tell lier of tlie orovm. that -waits 

Jewels for its settiné, 
Of a -wondrous liarp of é^ld. 
Tliat lier liands sliall one day liold, 

"Weariness f or^ettlnê : 

Tliis, and more tQiey tell 
To my baby Belle. 

Little baby f ast asleep 

In a dream of éloryi 
By the golden liglit tliat slips 
Over bro'w and cbeek and lips, 

Do I è"^ess tlie story 

Tbat tlie angels tell 
To my baby Belle? 



^r^foen^ 



Tlie cup lies broken, 

Spilled tlie wine. 

Tbe cup -was earth.en, 

Tlie "wine divine I 

Tlie cup lies broken, 

But ère tbe -wine 

To eartb lias f allen, 

A band divine 

In ricber cbalice 

Holds tlie 'wlne. 






Pair at even Rhièi stood, 
Pure as purest wornanliood ; 
Weariné on uplifted brow 
Calm of saint with. lioly vo"w. 

In tlie da'wninè's silver mist, 
'Neath. a sky of ametliyst 
Touclied -with. sliades of opaline, 
Rliigi stands a mount divine. 

Slo-wly rides tlie sun on h-igli, 
Royal bride^room of th.e skyl 
Pauses at th.e momin^'s é^te, 
Lets hls steeds of è^ojry wait 

Tliat lie may beliold th.e é^ace 
Of Mount Rbiéi's saintly face; 
Scarce we breatlie for joy of lieart 
Wbile in awe we stand apart, 

Knowiné tbat tlie one wlio vraits 
At tlie élo'wing eastem gâtes, 
Sball "witb bis divine caress 
i8 Cro-WTi ber silent saintliness: — 



DEATH OF MAftr OF B^THANT. 

O'er lier bro-w a flush. is Bpread, 
Haméiné naists th.eir je-wels slied, 
On a cloud lier wliite feet bide, 
Stands Moiint Rliiéi élorifiedl 



In the early da-wn of mominé 
Ere tbQ eilver stars liave set, 

Angels set tlieir "win^s of élo^Y 
O'er the Mount of Olivet ; 

Tliere one lieth by a oasement, 
Lookinè upward to tlie skies, 

Faith. and love alike are blinded 
In the S'weetness of her eyes; 

At her side a sister standeth 

Bent on holy ministries, 
At her feet a brother kneeleth 

Who hath known death's mysteries. 

Patient "waitinêi joyous hopin^ 
Flush a^ain the pallid cheek, 

While her sweet eyes searohiné heaven 
For on© vi»ioa onjy seek; 



» NOTFAILURZ, 



Straiélit beyond th.e blessed angels 

Sees slie face beniénly sweet, 
From lier ^lad lips sprints ^^ Rabboni!" ^ 

And h.er soûl is at His feet. 



Itot $aïiuv9* 



Despised, misjudéed, a-weary, 
In tlie lists of lif e one f ell, 
No bope bad be of 's^lnniné 

• 

Good from tbe band of ill. 

Witb maoïy wounds and deadly 
Prayed be for deatb— tbe sweet- 

No more tbe és^^bered foemen 
Witb broken lance to meet. 

Lo, stood an angel by bim 
Witb cup of beavenly -wine, 

But sweeter tban tbe èo^l^'fc 
Tbe 'Word be spake, divine: 

"Bade He "wbo oalled to conflict 
Tbat tbou sbouldst victory see, 
Or spake He but *Be faitbful, 
Tbe rest abides -svitb Me 1 ' " 



tch9 |torei^« itianiié* 

A poet dled.— His mantle fell 

On -wlioiïi? — Tlie -world it could not tell. 

//. 
A day f or^ot, in lo'wly oot, 

A cliild -was bom— tlie -world kne-w not. 

He ére"w as é^ows the f awri and f em 
A ohild of mountain, "wood and déam; 

IV, 

He lea/med tlieir lessons- in tlie liglit 
And slept npon their breasts at niélit: 

He sbunned tlie crowding, jostlinè mart, 
Its cries and cavils burt bis beart. 

VL 

His tbougbts unto tbe past -would tum, 
Communed witb propbets sweet and stem; 

VIL 

His eyes unto tbe future rose, 

He sa-w tbe clouds a flame disclose ; 

VIIL 

He read tbe propbet's message rigbt, 
He felt tbe fiery gospel's mi^bt. — 

IX, 
Was tbis tbe cbild— I can not toll — 

On ^wbom tbe poet's mantle fell? 9ê 



i{llti«Mr«i^« (tnh ft^ 9^txnt* 
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Weeiry, "weary I " cried my spirit, sick of cliaiige 
and dark'zilng pall ; 

DeeDoiné deatli but dismal é&tewary th.ro' aji 
adamantine wall. 

Blindly éroping, -wlldly h-oping still to f ind Bome 
rost on earth., 

I h.swi souglit the balm of bealinè in the è^-y^st 
lialls of mirth ; 

But th.e blessiné, like a pliantom, élided far 
beyond my reacb, 

And tlie spirits of tbe revel smote me -with. their 
mookin^ speecli. 

SPIRJTS OF THE REVEL. 

*'Tum away thou sorrow-laden 

"Wliere no li^lits of pleaaure shine 
Last tliy palin^ tears sliall mincie 
With. th.e purple of our wine, 

"Lest th.e sbadows VT-Iiich. are sliaken 
From th.y spirits' inner deep 
Fall upon our crested gardons 
"Wliere our careless liearts-ease sleep; 

"We bave met for sonè and revel, 
"Wby bas sorro'w entered bere? 
Hast tbotl tbou^bt in vreeds and vrillows 
«» E'er to taste our banquet' s cheer? 



mSÊRBRÊ AND TB DEVM, âj 

** See tMs bo"wl -with. leaves enoiroled, 
Goblet meet for ^ods to liold ! 
Taste tiie drauglit ^vithiii — nepentlie 
Potent as in days of oldl 

**Fliné a'vsray tlie yew and 'willo'w, 

Toss tlie dark-bou^lied cypress by 
In tlie sonè tbat floats around tbee 
Heed no spirit's smotbered ory; 

**Bind tby brow "wltli bri^btest bénies, 
G^asp tbe tulip — lipped Tvitb fire — 
Let tbe tondues of flame upon it 
Qnell tby spirit's -wild désire; 

"In tbe spell tbat falls upon thee 
Dream of neitber lost nor dead, 
On tbe bread and ^wine of pleasnre 
Let tby famisbed soûl be fed. 

"Wben tbe tbomy cro^wn of sorrow 
Tbou bast cbanêed for iris -wreatb, 
We 'will lauêb and sing to^etber 

Far from bli^btiné pain and deatb/* 

Scarcely -were thèse "wild notes ended tban low 
chant my spirit heard 

Thrilliné 'with its "wondrous cadence, more than 
soné from throat of bird ; 



È4 MîS£R£R£ AKD T£ DÊVM, 

Notes of pity, deep and lioly, till my spirit bo'wed 
in prayer; 

Tlien a "Gloryl ^loryl élo^T'" ran^ triumpliant 
th.ro' tlie air; 

And as in a dim cathedral -wlien th.e or^an^s note 
is dead, 

Mnsio lingers, softly tremblinê, like a spirit th.at 
lias fled, 

So th.ese notes of seraph.s' liymniné, floatinè do'wn 
tlie arcliinê sky 

Are repeated in tlie cliambers of my soûl eter^ 
nally. 

SERAPH VOICES, 

"One tliere is wliom an^els -worsliip! 
Lo, His lieart is pierced for tliee; 
And tliy tliomy cro"WTL of soirow 
First npon His brow did be I 



(( 



"Waitin^ once wliere tomb encircled 

Life and Death. to^etlier slept, 
Voices said, * Bebold He lovéd ! ' ^' 

Otbers answered, *Lo, He weptl' ' 



''Angel win^s in "worsliip boly, 

Can not hide from Him tby ffiU3e> 
Seraph-im in fullest cborus 

Cannot liush. thy prayers' s^w^eet éraoe- 



r*GGDRA:StL, is 

"Wh.at is tliat "wliicli dra-ws us nearer? 
But a broken, 'wh.ispered word; 
Yet -we strike our liarps triumpliant, 
For in lieaven a prayer is lieardl 



(( 



Gloryl ^lory! no-w and ever 
To tlie Holy Tliree in One. 

Tliat a Miserere's ended 
And Te Deum is begun." 



Y'êê^^^sil— tlie towering Ash.-tree — 
Tliough. disleafinè bour by bour, 

Still -witb ever buddin^ branches 
Ail Heimskiinèla dotb embo-wer; 

At its root in realm of Hela, 

Gna'ws tbe Nidbôéé — dragon dread— 
But its fibers never loosen 

In tbe under-world of sbade; — 

'Neatb its bougbs tbree noms are sittiné- 

Droopiné XJrda, do"WTicast, sawi; 
And Verdandi, ever busy, 

And tbe tbird is Skuld tbe é^ad; 



j6 iTGÛDRAStL, 

"Water they from saiCred f ountain 
Y'^^drasil — tlie lieaven-hiêli — 

Write in runes tlie lapse of nations 
And of h.nnian destiny. 

***** 

'Tis tlie Asli-tree of existence — 
Y'^è^rasil — th.e lieaven-liiêli — 

And its roots in realm of Hela, 
In tlie darken'd deatli-land lie. 

Died a toiler in tlie market, 
Fell a liero world-reno'wn'd, 

From lii^li Y'^é^^^^il — tlie life-tree — 
Tliey were leaves tliat fell to ^ro-and. 

Of tlie noms by Mimer' s f ountain, 

Droopinê Urda is tlie Past, 
Busy Présent is Verdandi, 

Skuld, tlie Future, is tlie last. 




To travailinè souls on Horeb 

Tlie burniné bush. is sbo-wn; 
By bearts as -wbite as lilies 

Tbe Cbrist's s-weet -words are kno-wn. 

Today, tbrougb forest è^'^dens 

And on tbe mountain stair, 
As tbey -wbo -walked in Eden, 

"We -witb our Lord may fare; 

On stony -way-side tablets 

His writinê we may trace, 
And see His lovin^ é^spel 

"Witbin a violet' s face. 

For seer most pure and simple 

UnroUs tbe fem-leaf scroU, 
Tbe parcbment of tbe pine-tree 

Is open to bis soûl ; 

Tbe sprinê-time's résurrection 

Is sermon plain as words ; 
He bears an Easter antbem 

In carol of tbe birds. 27 



SE ItmiTED CÎTIBS OÈ MÉXÎCà. 

Tlie world, to such., is only 
Like eastem paradise, 

An ontward cirolinê éâ'i'd®^^ 
Wliere palace 'walls arise; 

Tlie pala,oe door may open 
At mom, or noon or ni^lit, 

And flood thé little ^arden 

"With. lieaven's efful^ent li^lit. 



Nature liolds in saored trust 
Tlie secret of tliese cities, 

Covers ■vsrith. lier robe their dust 
As •wh.oTH a mother pitiés. 

Mantling vines slie close entwines 
Concealing erapty spaces; 

Crimson leaves like purple 'wines 
Pour tlirouéli tlieir lioly places. 

Priestess of an ancient faith. 

Slie -waits a ^od's retuminé, 
Sunsliine's fire, like altai^'wraitli, 

Her sacrificial buminé. 



e0 iJt« <IDractt#« 

Tliou art a liélited taper 

In tlie liand of spriné ; 
Tliy fair flame oleaves tlie vapor 

Like a "wlld-bird's "winé. 

S'weet Motlier Earth. beh.oldiné 

Lifts lier blankets 'wet; 
Wliile sliakiiig tiheiii and folding 

Slie calls the violet. 

Cliained runlets see tliy beaoon 

And tbeir fetters break, 
Tbe wate3>falls awaken 

And their timbrels sbako 

Bine reeds tbeir javelins quiver, 

Iris sword-blades spring 
From scabbards by tbe river 

At thy flickering. 

Tbro' sorro'w's dreary wlnter 

Wandered one forlom; 
Tby ray lier ^looiï^ doth enter, 

Buds of bope are bom. 29 



Tlie cedars are a ^ooély folk 

Of old and lionored line, 
Tlieir tenta are spread on Lebanon, 

Tliey drink Mount Hermon's -wlne 

The psalmist svreet of Israël 

Told of tlieir strenéth. and é^ace, 

And saith. the son^, *'Like cedars fair 
Is my Beloved's face I " 



I paused -withln a oedar grove 
'Neath. trees of miglity éi^^*^» 

And prayed them tell me mysteries 
Of sky and sun and earth. 

Tliey stood as if entranoed in dream 

Of Lebanon the high, 
Nor knew that I had questioned them 

Nor cared that I was nigh. 

With saddened heart I tumed away 

And sou^ht our n;ountain pine ; 
And knelt beneath its brajaches "wiO.j 
50 As kneeling at a shrine; 



THE CEDAR AND THE FINE, 3' 

Wlien straiéh.tway from. its to-werinè top 

And outrward tliro' tlie pine 
Its fringéd brandies trembled sliélit, 

It slLook tliem for a sien. 

And softly as from liarpsicliord, 

Tliere came a niTirmur sweet— 
With. f aint œolian thrill of sound 

A cône fell at my feet. 

On piney coucli beneath. tbe tree 

I breatlied an air like "wlne, 
And listened to a spirit play 

Tlie barp-strin^s of the pine. 

Deep awed, I beard melodious nines 
Revealiné eartb's sweet mystery, 

And of tbe future of tbe "world 
Triumpbant songs of propbesy. 

Tbo' cedars crown. Mount Lebanon 

And drink fair Hermon's ^wine, 
No cbarm of minstrelsy is theirs. — 

Cbant on, my propbet-pine I 



^9iwt anh ^ac0^ 

I. 
A vreaver moved liis loom in tlie sun 
And patiently -wTOuglit till day 'was done. 
His pattem lie took from tlie moss that érew 
Do"WTi at liis feet, and from violets blaie 
Tliat dotted tlie mosses thxouéli and tlirouêli. 

And thls is liow tlie "weaver "wrouélit, 
Tlie velvet tliat fair Inez bou^lit. 

//. 

A spider dropped bis tbread one day,— 
It fell across a spinner's "way, 
Tbe airy tbread tbe spinner oau^bt, 
And at bis spindle tireless -wrougbt 
*Till be bad matcbed tbe spider's line 
Witb tbread tbat wove a web as fine. 

Tbence came tbe dainty bridai lace 
Tbat veiled tbe blusbinê Inez' face. 
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0)0 an aB^^iptian gU^*. 

/. 
Dost tliou dream of lîlies sweet 
Standing with. tlieir silver feet 
Hidden lialf in Egypt's sand, 
Lapped by -waters cool and bland? 
Dost tliou liear tlie ^vinds tliat si^li 
Th.ro' tlie swayiné papy ri, 
Or th.e murmurs far a'way 
"Wliere th.e featli'ry palm-trees S'way? 

//. 
By tlie darkly flo-wing Nile 
LoUs th.© sleepy crocodile; 
Heavy shadows that are shed 
From the ^loo^^y pyramid, 
Are but semblanc© of the shade 
That on E^ypt's face is laid. 

• 

Bald and blear by désert land 

Mountain tops in sunlight stand; 

On beyond in trackless path 

Bums the désert' s fiery -wrath; 

Bitter bane and blight they thrcw 

On the river smooth and lo^v, — ^^ 



34 TO AN EGÏTTIAN LILT, 

Yet tliy beauty like a smile, 
Liélits tlie (iarkly flowiné Nile I 

IV, 

Stainless flower of truth. art tliou! 
Li^lit upon dark Nilus' browl 
May'st tliou, golden liearted bloom, 
"With. tliy rareness of perfume, 
Holding ail tliy stainless life 
Tliro' old Egypt's èloom and strife— 
Be of lier a propliesy, 
Sbovriné fairer destiny 
Roundinê in tlie fruitful years— 
Egypt, standing 'mid lier peers, 
Royal, stainless, fair li^litrcrown'd 
AU lier ^b^Mltl^ oliains unbound; 
Wearinè é^ld and snow of trutb,— 
Garb of an immortal youth.. 



Exodust XV : 27. 

Up from Marali's bitter 'waters 

TtLrouéh. th.e désert' s sand and lieat, 
Toiled ttie tribes of ancient Israël 

"With. tlieir vreary, wanderin^ feet; 
Came wliere "wavinè palms of Elim 

Cast tbeir sliadows dark and deep, 
And th.e valley fresh. and fra^rant 

Dreaming lay in dewy sleep. 

Tbere tbe plash. of coolinè f ountains 

And th.e streamlet's gentle fall 
Sounded to tbe weary pilérims 

Welcome as an an^el's call; 
And tliey rested in tlieir jonrney — 

Spread tlieir tents in palmy sliade, 
Slaked tlieir thirst 'svh.ere liappy waters 

With. tlie dewy é^'â^sses played. 

So it is in life's long joumey; 

Oft we cross tlie désert waste, 
Lin^er by the -wells of Marah. 

And tlieir bitter "waters taste. 
Yet Jeliovah. leadeth. surely 

Unto Elim's cool and calm, 
Wbere beside His livin^ f ountains 

Growa tbe victor's 'waving palm 1 ^ 



j6 THE LESSON, 

And -wltliout life's -wildemesses, 

Ail tlieir "weariness and pain, 
We, percliaaice, must miss forever 

Palm-êirt Elims to attain ; 
E'en tlie bitter wells of sorro-w 

Turn to waters sweet and calm, 
And beside tlieir bealéd fountains 

Swells at lenèth. a joyful psalm. 



tS^lt« $«i»«om* 



Count tbou notbinè bard or useless : 
Heavy burdens lifted bi^b 
Give a stature and a stren^tb, 
But tbe lesser tbin^s at lengtb 

Tbou sbalt leam to maénify. 

Smiles one, only for tbe oomfort 
Of a little eartb-tired cbild, 
From its blusb-rose plucks tbe tbom, 
He sball find on beavenly morn 

Wben life's statue is unveiled, 

He bas èiven finer limninè 
To bis soul's uplifted face, 

Tban on serapb's brow bad sbone 

If in mi^bty deeds alone 

ii^d b^en sougbt a royal place, 



Fair-bro-wed babe, untoucbed by sin, 
Parest angels are tihy kin; 
S'weetly art tbou dreaminé yet 
Of tbe realms th.at "we f orget, 
And tbe li^lit ■vsn.th.in thine eyes 
Tbou bast brou^bt f rom f airer skies ; 

Accents of tbat vanisbed sbore 
Lin^er in tby baby lore, 
Radiant smiles tby sweet lips Avear 
For tby kin-f olk in tbe air, 
Wbile tby dimpled bands in ^lee 
Oatcb tbe gifts tbey bring to tbee. 
Of t I f ind tbee talking low, 
And tby fair face ail aélcw,— 
Alasl tby 'words I oan not tell 
Tbougb tbey bold me like a spell. 

Witb tbese two -worlds' 'wealtb for tbee 

Tbou art soverei^n more tban we; 

Tbou art -wiser too, my king, 

For tbou sittest questioninê 

Witb a wisdom deeper far 

Tban our truest answers are 1 ^ 



^S THE HOUSE. 

Wh.at do years that ait and wait 
In tlie purple lialls of fate, 
Hold for tliee, my baby kin^? 
Is it myrrh. that they sliall briné 
As their free-will offeriné? 
Myrrh. and f rankinoense belon^ 
Only to tlie éood and strong. 

May I see, my lauébing-eyed, 

Wben tby soul's strengtli sball be tried, 

Tbat tbou wearest royally 

Crown of man's nobility. 



We built a liouse — my beart and I — 

It stood before us fair and bigb. 

Its arch.es spanned wlth airy ^race 

Tall balcony and fluted spaoe 

Where thou^hts, like wingéd birds mi^ht clin^ 

And fold their "win^s or flit and sine; 

Its far fagades a^ainst the sky 

Took shape from clouds that floated by 

Within was rest for heart and eyes, 
Each sep'rate place a gla/d surprise, — 
And y et no hammer's Clarion sound 
Had broke the sacred stillness 'round. 



tffE HOUSÊ. BO 

We "wrouêlit alone— my lieart and I— 

Upon a mountain, "wlth tlie sky 

Cloudy-bastioned, archinê niéli; 

Tlien otlier builders came and "wrouélit 

Upon th.e pattem we h.ad brouélit; 

And wlien th.ey said tlieir work was done, 

We came— and wept— àt set of eun. 

For lo, the liouse th.ey liad upreared 
Was not tlie one tliat liad appeared 
Upon tlie mountain's summit liiéli ; 
And sore "we "wept, my lieart and I. 

Tlie artisan I could not blâme, 
He reared full well by raie and name 
Wliat we liad built — my lieart and I — 
From tliouélits wlthin us and the skyl — 



In beaven, percbance, swif t thou^bt uprears 
Tbe bouse that unto thou^bt appears. 



We build a bouse — my beart and I — 
To be our dwelling by and by. 
Tbe li^bt tbat sbines wbere is no ni^bt 
Sball try tbe bouse, if it be ri^ht; 
And One wbo stands \vritb truest meed 
Sball measure it witb golden rééd. 



Hush.! the fairest liaiids I know^ 
Lie as still as lies tlie snow, 

And as wliite. 

Sin^! tlie liands tliat touch. th.e Tlirone 
Are tlie ones tliat clasped thine own 

Yester-ni^lit. 

Weep 1 tlie s-weetest eyes of ail 
Sealéd lie beneath. tlie pall, 

Love-li^lit flown. 

Lookl wliere lieavenly ^lory lies 
Smile on tliee tlie same sweet eyes 

Sweeter é^o'^^'n. 



ÎTi^lit "winds 'with. their fin^ers fine 
Sweep th.e liarp-strin^s of llie pine ; 
Touch. as ^vitll a courtier 's ^race, 
Brier-rose's sweet and blusliin^ faco; 
Praises tell to violets blue 
^ Draped in mosses, gemmed with dew. 



TO THÉ SJSA, 41 

Rivers ^wideniné deep and stroné, 
Cliant tlieir purpose in a song; 
Pause in winding ways to kiss 
Little grasses into bliss; 
Mirror faitliful from tlie skies 
Moon th.at li^lited Paradise. 

"Win^éd sliadows darkly S"weep, 
Heavy ni^lit-dews silent "weep, 
Star-shine sends its glo^y do-wn 
On tlie grasses gem-set cro-wn, 
Trailiné moon-beams soft and wliite 
Frinè© tlie seamless robe of ni^ht. 



tKor t^» $«a: 



! tbou* miêlity restless main, 
Groanin^, travailing in tby pain, 
Almost buman is th.y cry 
Lifted to the bendin^ sky. 
By tby stru^êl® and Tinrest, 
By the heavin^ of thy breast, 
By th.y cliinbin^ but to fall, 
By tbe an^uish. of tby call, 
By tbe spreading of -wbite banda 
On tbe even sbifting sands, 
By tby raisin^ thro' the air 



4û TO THB SEA. 

Half an antliera lialf a prayer, 

By tiiese ail — and more tlian thèse- 

Cornes tlie da^wniné of thy pesice ! 

On th.y bleach.éd^ silver sand 
Lo, a seer sliall one day stand ; 
He shall thxo' the âges look, 
Readiné from them as a book ; 
Tum th.eir leaves back to tbe page 
When the "world be^an its a^e ; 
Onward look 'with prophètes eye 
Thro' the cycles that still lie 
In the "womb of Destiny ! 

He shall understand thy moan; 
^ He shall make thy pain his own 
Till he open as a soroll 
Ail the sorrows of thy soûl ; 
He shall be a mouth to thee 
And shall utter reverently 
AU thy burdeninô mystery. 



Purple- vestured stands Monadnoo 
Just beyond our motlier's door, 

And my lieart ^o^s out to meet it 
As tlie patiriarch. of yore 

Went to meet on Plains of Mamre, — 

As is -wxLt in saored soroU — 
Holy messen^er of lieaven 

With. a blessiné for liis eoul. 

Great Monadnoo bears a message 

Unto me 'wh.o sit apart, 
Message full of grâce and gladness 

To my "weary, "wayward heart; 

No interpréter is needed 

'Tween tlie mountain and my soûl, 
For its speech, is plainer to me 

Tban the lore of -worldly scliool. 

Up against the cloudy f leeces 

High it lifts its flovrery bells» 
And the musio they are spilling 

Charms our plainer parallels ; ^j 



44 MONADNOC, 

AU alonè its ferny edges 

Cling tlie rainbow soarfs of dew; 

Sway th.e dark pines on its led^es, 
Ever clianéeless, ever ne"w. 

Soft tlie mountain's purple éa-rinent 

Do'WTi'ward drifts about my face, 
'Till my fingers toucli its fringes 
And its misty, slieeny lace. 

Wh.o am I, tliat ^reat Monadnoc 

Looks dowTL from th.e sky to ^reet? 

Only one 'wlio loves him duly, 
Gladly lingers at liis feet. 

"Wlien I corne up worn and 'weary 
From th.e bustling, busy mart, 

FuUest "svelcome does lie é^'^® ^^® 
To bis sturdy, steadfast beart. 

Straigbtway falls from acbin^ forebead 
Burd'ning orown of oare and pain, 

And as one -witb oil anointed 
Healed— I tum to toil a^ain. 



iBa^ie llling** 



We built us a nest in tlie cleft of tlie rock, 

We "were close to the sky, and tlie storm's fierce 
sliock 

Broke over our nest, 

And ^&ve us its best 

Of tlie liélitninè's fire, 

Of tlie thunder's ire ! 
We beard tlie trumpets tliat blew tlirougli tlie sky, 
Tliey almost touclied us, tliey ^were so ni^li ! — 
We spread gl^'d win^s on tlie storm-cloùd's crest 
And braved its bolts -with. exultant breast. * 

Our ory went forth. -with. tbe tempest stron^, 
Our ory and tlie tempest made one sonê- 

//. 

We build a nest in a valley fair, 

We part tlie grasses' flcwing liair, 

And dovm mid dews and f emy tliings 

We fold a wliile our eagle wiiigs. 

We feel the earth's warm puises thrill, 

And liear lier dewy buckets fill, 

We see a languor f rom tlie sun 

Througli ail the liappy blossoms run. ^ 



EAGLE WINGS, 

Mid buds wliere éround-birds flit and sing 
We Tveave a nest of twl^ and striné ; 
We Une it -well -with. frin^inê moss— 
Can -we è'er dream of lack or loss? 
'Tis softer tlian th.e aeried nest 
Upon th.e mountain's rocky orest, 
And warmer hère tlie sunbeams lie 
Than -wliere tlie "wliite cliffs fret th.e sky, 

Far above us in tbe blue 

Tbere are sounds that tlirill us tlirouèb ' 

Is it swoop of eagles lii^li? 

Is it that tbeir Clarion cry 

Echoin^ tlirou^li tlie stormy sky 

Wakens in our liearts reply? 

Ah.! 'tis hard for ea^les bom 

Close a^ainst tlie brow of rciom, 

To lie stUl in valley nest 

With. its mossy f rinces dressed. 



^ 9nn9 9^||U 

Listeniné "wliere a river passes 
Thxouéli tlie fems and meadow grasses, 
I can liear tlie dews distilling, 
Hear th.e tender buds af illiné ; 

Flowery lips with. joy unsealiné, 

AU th.eir secrets are revealiné; 

Happy roses soft unf oldinè 

SIlo'w me "wliat their liearts are h.olding ; 

Little brandies liébtly swinéiné 
Set tbeir faery bells à ringinè 
Tellinè taies of suramer weatber 
Humminè bées and purple beather 

Witb tbe sweetness running over 
From tbe lips of boneyed clover, 
I bave nectar ricber, sweeter, 
Than tbe famous stores of Hyblal 

Never king in royal pal£U3e 
Drank suob 'wine from je'weled cbalice, 
Tbouéb 'twere bre-wed by Baccbus olden, 
As r qnaff from king-cups golden. ^ 



48 A JUNE IDTL. 

I liave jems of newest forminé — 
Sh.iiiiné dew-drops every mominé — 
Nature opens ■wide lier treasures, 
Lets me clioose me out my pleasures, 

Tells me th.at lier sliades of sadness 
Are but seBamea to ^ladiiess ; 
StLcws me "work and peace are sisters, 
Lets me liear their liappy "whispers. 



Dowered wlth. strenéth. f rom rock-ribbed mountain, 

Filled "with. lau^liter from tlie fountain, 

Dreaminé 'vvliere tlie sunbeams quiver, 

Fearless -with. tlie fearless river, 

Leam I lessons sweet and tender 

Of a riclier, fuller splendor; 

Read in mount and meadow's meetness 

Of a bolier oompleteness. 





In imdisoovered parallels 

Mid pole-etar space an artist dwells; 

He came to earth., ^rovm dark and cold, 
And reared a lle^Jv^ world from our old. 

Beliold it lie 'neath. morniné's rays, 
A ^leaminé, é^i'^^^^é 'vsrorld of praise. 

'Tis like a ch.ildliood's fable sweet 
To ses on earth. tliis silver street, 

To find our trees, at eve so bare, 
No'w blossomin^ "with. crystals rare, 

Our dwellinés ^emmed in triple whirl, 
Each. sévirai gâte a single pearl! 



Lo, from th.is "wlntry pa^e I read 
A parable th.at suits my need, 

At eve 'twas "whispered, *'One lias died," 
But now, "Behold the élorifiedl" 



^ 



6^h« lHaih ^l^cvomm th» ^ivtam, 

"Be/org a shrine in this famous caibedral two forms reposed awaiêittg 
buriaL One v/as a babe^ sleeping as sweetty as on its mother*s breasi; tke 
other vfas an aged grand-dame^ but tke expression upon ker face tuas as 
peaceful as that of tke ckUd, At kead and feet of botk taper s were burning 
to îi^t tke departed spirts on tkeir way, 

"In our kearts we gave tkanks for a faitk ligkting tke dark passage 
front Life to Life*'* 

Tlie billows éleain, h.ow briglitly êl^ain, 

Th.eir liglit is from tlie h.eavenly sliore; 
Ho"w fair tlie path. across tlie stream. 

Wlio "walks in yon translucent beam 

Hath. lioly peace forever more — 
Tlie billows ^^qq^tcl^ liow briglitly éleain. 

The cliild's white feet like lilies seem, 

His dimpled liands reacli on before— 

« 
How fair thé path across the stream. 

He smiles as in the sweetest dream 

While One we see not leauis him o'er— 
The billows gl^ani, how bri^htly éleam. 

Earth's thomy pathway, ohill and brème, 
The a^ed feet shall tread no more— 
so How fair the path across the stream. 



IK RAIMENT OF NEEDLE-WORK. j/ 

Soft airs 'vvith. wafted "welcomes teem, 

One beokons from the nearin^ shore — 
Th.e billows èl©ain, liow briglitly ^eajn.) 
Ho-w fair th.e path. across th.e stream. 



Psalm 4^. 

Tlie daugliter of tlie Kin^ is fair, 
Her ^8bnn.Qnt& trail witli myrrli, 

And ail tlie cassia of sweet lif e 
Like cloud encircles lier: 

The dau^liter of tlie Kin^ is fair, 
And to tlie Kin^ is brouglit 

In raiment of fine needle-'work 

Tbat lier o^wn liand liath. -wTouêlit; 

Its folds tbat are tbe fairest 
She wove in patient pain ; 

Its flovrers tliat are tlie rarest 
Were 'wet "with. sorrow's rain. 



Many visions oome to me. 
Once upon a "wlld thom-tree 
Saw I ail its branch.es bro-wn 
Bend and sliape tliem to a crown; 
And the drops of dew th.at run 
Down tbe tboms sbone in th.e sun 
Red as blood that kissed th.e tbom 
On tbe crucifixion morn. 

Voice I beard as passion-lowr 
As a "wood-dove's trémolo, 
Cbantinè in tbe tborny tree, 
Psalminé, sinéin^ ceaselessly; 
"Felt tbe tbom Redemptive Blood 
Ere it flowed on Holy Rood! '* 

Sbowed tbe vision ère it fled 
"Wbo -wears tbe tborn batb crownéd bead." 



S» 



Mountains once I sou^h.t to climb: 
But the purple lieiglits sublime 
Tovrered so far above my bead 
Tbat I softly, sadly said, 
'Tis not meet tbat I should spoil 
Ail of sweet life -with sucb toil; 
I "will taxry bere awbile 
Wbere tbe rose and river smile: 
Ease it gi'^^s ^^Y w^eary feet, 
And tbe river sin^inè sweet, 
Bears away my soûl 's unrest 
Like a leaf upon its breast; 
Languid breatb of lotus-bèll 
Ladea tbe air "witb dreamful spell, 
And I care no more to climb 
To tbe purple beigbts sublime. 

Lonè I dallied by tbe stream 
Lost in li^bt, delicious dream, 
'Till an An^el, ffweet love sent 
Prom tbe upper firmament, 
Toucbed my soûl witb beavenly word 
And its deepest fountain stirred. 
Newly tben my feet I tumed, ^j 



S4 TME VALLET ANI> TMÊ MOVifTAm PASS. 

Eaôerly iiiy spirit yeamed 
For th.e purple h-ei^lits sublime 
Wliich. a^ain I souglit to olimb. 

But th.e f eet tliat cliose to stray 
Wliere but soented rosé-leaves lay, 
Idly follovriné so lon^ 
Gentle riveras Bootbing soné, 
Found tb© mountains bard to tread, 
And tb© torr©nts f i©rc© tbat sped 
Swift across tb© ruèé©^ 'way, 
Dark'ninè ©'©n tb© fac© of day. 

Y©t tb© mountain-pass is sbown 
Fairor tban tb© vall©y, strown 
Witb its ros©-l©av©s and its d©w, 
Witb its riv©r "windinè tbrougb 
H©r©, ©acb day, my soûl is f©d 
On an ©uobaristio br©ad, 
Ev'ry up"ward st©p dotb bring 
Strongtb to b©ar and b©art to sine; 
And my Anê©l sw©©t Lov© s©nt 
From tb© upp©r firmam©nt, 
Sbows m© wb©r© tbick stars ar© set 
In a glorious coronet 
Higb abov© tb© st©©ps I climb, 
0'©r tb© purple beigbts sublime. 



MNEME. 

"Musinè, th.e fire bumed." 



I cau^lit a trailiné "wlld-rose vine 

And bent it to a lyre; 
Pale roses swnnê, like 'wlnd-bells liung 

Alon^ tlie bended brier; 

At ni^lit I mused bef ore th.e fire 
"WTiere memory's embers lay; 

Loi "wh-ile I mused tbe embers èlo"wed 
Tbe lyre began to play. 



Curious oasket — mystery— 
Carvéd mar^arite of th.e seal 
AU thy Bilent voicefulness 
Thrills my soûl like stran^e oaress. 

Full tliou art of mystic sprints 
As a sliell of "wliisperinés ; 
Quaint tliou art as quaint can be 
Carvéd maréarite of the sea I 

Iridescent, flasliiné tliiné, 
Stran^est f ancies tliou dost briné 1 
Wbat tlie po'wers tbat in tbee sleep 
Troubling thus my spirit's deep? 

Tbou art quaint and sealéd tomb 
Wbere in oerements and gloom 
Tbovgbts are hidden, "wliioli like kings, 
Once "were livin^, cro"WTiéd tliings. 



J7 



Grew a rose-tree in its beauty 

By a river aeons past; 
Graceful was its swayin^ sliadow 

In tlie flowiné river cast; 

Bri^litest sunsliine of th.e mominé, 
Dewy clirisni of tlie night, 

Gave tlie bush. in pride and passion 
To a bud that like a liglit 

On its slender stem uplifted 

Made a è^^^ round tbe place; 

Wbite as snow tbe rose-biid opened— 
Kever flo"wer h.ad fairer facel 

Close beside it é^e'W a willo'w 

Tall and stronè — a kin^ly tree — 

Its litlie brandies lifted upvrard 
"Were a ^oodly si^lit to see ; 

Pleasant to it "was tlie sunsliine, 

Pleasant "was tlie tempest's strife, 
For its roots "were deep and claspinè 
j8 And it felt a joy in life. 



THE WïLLOW AND THE ROSE. SQ 

Sliininè veil of bride-like beauty, 

Woven by tbe snn and dew, 
Was the royal ^iît tliat mominè 

O'er tlie openiné rose-bud tlirew; 

Tliis th.e vision tbat a-waited 

Wlien th.e "willow looked ado"wn, 

And a thjlll of pain and pleasure 
Sbook tbe tall tree to its crown; 

Then it ceased to -watch. above it 
Snowy clouds, afringe -with. flame, 

Cared no longer for tlie siinsliine 
Nor for any "winds that came; 

But it bent êibove th.e blossom 
From day's da-wn imto its close, 

And a flusb of love and gl^'d^^ess 
Lit the fair face of th.e rose. 

Th.is befell anear eartb's mominé, 
Snmmers passed as summers -will, 

But tbe "willow bendeth. ever, 
And the rose is blusbing still. 



My lieart beéuiled by éYPsy oliild, 
In fancy roved like Zino'li wild ! 

The sun-kissed grâce of dusky face, 
Tlie eye th.at told of bandit race, 
Were spells anoth.er miglit resist, 
But from my beart, tbe babe I kissed ! 

"With. band upon ber kercbief'd bead, 
S"weet marvel in ber eyes I read: 

Tben tbinkinè of life's tbomy "way, 
Wbere bearts oft bleed and feet of t stray, 
I longed to see an angel^s wing 
Tbe little one o'ei>sbado"winé. 

Witb pride and joy tbe motber smiled 
Tbat I sbould kiss ber dark-brow'd cbild, 

"Ab, lucky ye'er and proud!" sbe said, 
"List, "would ye like your fortune read? " 
Wby bid I not tbe sybil try, 
Tbe éypsy crone "witb piercing eye? 

Tbo' cbange sball corne, I know not bo-w, 
ào I "would not tbat tbe tben be now.^^ 



GULL LAXE, bi 

Still tums my lieart with stran^e unrest 
To babe that lay on êypsy breast; 
May sh.e of Islmiael's outcast race 
In Israël find a ci\velliné place. 



<0uil $ak«* 



DowTQ. upon tbe blue lake's brink 
Once tbe wild fa'wns came to drink, 
Dipped tlie silver of th.eir feet 
In tbe waters cool and sweet, 
Fed f rom off the sed^y bank 
On the grasses tall and dank, 
Slept amonè tbe sh.ado'ws near 
Knowiné neitlier baste nor fear. 

Soon as fingers of tbe spring 
Loosed the waves to dance and sine, 
Came the wild ducks' happy fleet 
Sailiné slow, with grâce replète; 
There the stars that pant on higli 
Trembled in a second sky; 
And the bird whose dainty nest 
Down among the reeds was pressed, 
Darting from the leafy bank 
Trimmed its feathers while it drank. 



Ô2 GULL LAKE. 

Now ttxe liands of man liave made 
Furrowed field Avliere once was sliade, 
And th.G 'svaves th.at lau^lied ail day 
Learn to toil as vrell as play. 

But the clear lake flaslies yet, 
Like a crystal emerald-set ; 
Still its banks I know are fair 
With. th.e willows' 'wavinê liair; 
Berries lian^ from trailing vines 
Over ooves as still as shrines, 
Wliere clear -waters pulsing slo^v 
Wh-iten "with. the lilies' snow. 

Of its banks my memory tells 
Wliere pale orchids lianè tlieir bells, 
"Wliere s"weet violets wliite and blue 
Lift tlieir meek eyes full of dew, 
Wliere tlie yellovr cowslip sprints, 
Where tbe lupine spreads its "wlnês: 
On tbe liill-slopes, well I knoTV, 
Wliere the bloodroots sprinkle snow, 

Where 'neath leafy coverlid, 
Pale anemonies lie hid: 
Oft they ^Qsve me sweet surprise 
With their troops of laughin^ eyes, 
Cominê ère the spring had kissed 
Winter's ê^^Y "to amethyst. 



ANNIE LEE. 6j 

Th.ere are coves I know full -well 

Wtiere I found th.e pearly sliell, 

Trim as any dainty boat 

Ever fairy set afloat: 

Here, to-day, tliose shells repeat 

Rippling murmurs low and S'weet. 

In my soûl 's ear liear I oft 
Distant waters lappin^ soft; 
Often in my liappy dreams 
See again tlieir silver èl^anis, 
Wliile I éather bloom and brake 
Froni th.y maréin, orystal lake. 



I liave "waited, calling vainly 

For tbe little Annie Lee, 
'Till tbe blossoms fell like snow-flakes 

From th.e over-lian^inê tree; 

For sh.e left me in th.e autumn, 

Wben tbe days gre'w dark and chill 

Wlien th.e "witliered leaves "were falling 
And tbe 'warbler's note "was still. 



64 ANNIE LEE, 

But slie spoke to me in partiné 
With. a voioe as sweet and low, 

As th.e voices are in lieaven 
Wliere we ail so lon^ to ^o\ 

And sh.e promised slie would meet me 
Wlien a few more days h.ad flown, 

Wlien tlie clouds h.ad left th.e liilltops 
And th.e early flowers liad è^own, — 

Now, the spriné lias brou^lit tlie woodhine, 
And tlie apple bou^lis are fair 

"With. tlie bluslies 'mon^ their petals 
Wliere the mominé's fingers are. 

Ail tlie breezes scatter ^old-dust 
From tlie king-cups on tlie liill, 

Every bloom is dank "wlth. lioney 
And tlie ^wild-bees drink tlieir fill, 

I bave called tlirou^b ail tlie wood-land 

*'I am -waitin^, Annie Lee!" 
But tlie forest softly siébin^ 

Sent tbe eclioes back to me. 

Still I know tliat sbe is waitinè 

And sweet troth. doth. keep 'witli me : 

In a land of bri^bter blossoms 
I sball clasp my Annie Lee, 



In tlie tliick éro'wijli of th.e rushes 

Where tihe waxen lilies lie, 
Wliere tlie sta2>flower sliootetli upward 

Leafy arrcws fair and liigh., 

With. "white feet amon^ th.e pebbles 

And "thé golden grains of sand, 
Stands a cliild— as fair as moming — 

ReacMnê out h.is eager hand; 

He liad cauglit tlie -svond'rous gleaminé 

Of tlie lilies wliite as snow, 
He h.as lieard tho waves beseecliinè, 

Calling to liim soft and low, 

And lias left the rose ungatliered, 
Left tlie -wlld tliyme for tlie bee, 

And tlie daisies and tlie clover 
Tangled in a -wavinè sea; 

He lias souglit the peerless blossoms, 
Wliiter tlian the "white sea foam, 

Sought to draw them eager-fingered 

From the blue depths of their home: 6; 
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His -white feet are almost buried 
In tlie golden grains of sand, 

And tlie blue waves circling round him 
Gently draw liini from tlie land; 

His clear eyes are eamest, tender, 
As a purpose deepens tliere, 

And the longing of liis spirit 

Is as tlio' lie breatlied a prayer; 

As tlie oool wlnds fan bis forebead, 
Softly toucb bis paling cbeeks, 

He is truer type of beanty 

Tban tbe lilies wbicb be seeks. 



Down among tbe sbininè pebbles 
And tbe golden grains of sand, 

Lies a cbild — as fair as moming— 
"Witb a lily in bis band. 



f 
1 ■ 



Not th.e roses deep and full 
Mak^é gardens beautiful,— 
Ope'niné fold on fold of silk, 
Red aai blood or "wliite as milk, — 
Are tliei blossoms set apart 
In **tlie lioly" of my lieart; 

But sweet roses fair and "wild 
Tliat I loved most wlien a oliild 
Such. as met me in th.e ^vood 
Symbols of kind angelhood ; 

Weary was th.e liomeward way, 

Thro' a forest dark it lay, 

And my lieart stood still with. fear 

Mid its sbadows dark and drear; 

But "wh-ere ail tlie sbadows met 

In a jungle "wild and "wet, 

Burst tbese roses on my si^lit, 

Each. a beacori of deli^lit, 

Sayiné to my sad child beart 

God dotb see tbee -vsrbere tbou sJrt, 

He wbo bids tbe roses be 

In His love doth. ^o witb th.ee! 07 



ô8 CHILDHOOD'S TREASURE. 

Looking backward o'er life's dream, 
Still tliose wlld-wood roses seem 
With. th.eir sea-siiells' pinky fold, 
With. their triple crown of é^l^» 
To my soûl true mtnisters 
And kind heaven's interpreters ; 

And I sometimes tliink I knovr, 
Tliat the same svreet roses ^row" 
In tlie gardens of tlie skies, 
With in the 'walls of paradise. 



Tlirouêli th.e world my ch.ildh.ood kne^v 

With its simple pleasnres, 
Ran a brook of skies' own hue, — 

Dearest of my treasures! 

Do its slight waves beckon still 
In the sunshine's glamours? 

Does their slender song yet trill 
As in olden summers? 

In its purple and its ^o\à. 

Is the iris standing, 
Royal as the queen of old 

Mid the rushes bending? 



THE TRESS OF H AIR. bq 

Are tlie fem-leaves -waving yet 

Wliere the foot-loé crosses? 
Are th.e "beds of violet 

Sweet amon^ tlie znosses? 

Do the rushes sway ajid bend 

As the light beck passes? 
Shininé jevrels doth it lend 

To the dippiné é^û-ssôs? 

On it doth the f orest shed 

Robe of purple splendor 
"With its -wavinè hem o^er-laid 

By the sunshine's finé©r? 



®lr« Q;r»4(« 0f il air* 

Tress I hâve so silvery vrhite 
Weft it seems of fair rnoon-light; 
Once it lay in shinin^ fold 
O'er a face that men called old; 
Yet each joy and pain and care 
Leffc such Unes of beauty there 
That it shines the dim years throu^h, 
Sweetest face my childhood knew. 



Fadeless êarlands would I lay 
On my playmate's grave to-day, 
Amaranth. and immortelle, 
Clianêeless bay and aspliodel; 

I would weave tliem as no liand 
Knoweth. liow, in ail tlie land 
To weave cliaplets for tlie head 
Of a hero lying deadi 

With. tlie briélitness of tlieir bloom 
Tbey eliould make bis silent tomb 
Beautiful as love 's surprise 
In tbe bowers of paradise. 

But I may not bring to-day 
Amarantb nor wreath. of bay, 
May not lay upon bis tomb 
E'en so mucb as wild-rose bloom; 

For afar bis grave is made, 
'Neatb tbe sky wbere once we played; 
Wbere in bours of early youtb 
70 Grew our friendsbip's flower of trutb. 



THE PILGRIM'S STAFF. ji 

Mayliap lieaven bendeth dovm 
Nearer tban our soûls liave kno'wn ; 
He may even so reoeive 
ThÏB poor cliaplet that I -weave. 



(( 



A pilgrîm raised bis becui, 
For lo, an ané©l said^ 
Azrael, tbe angel said, 
Tbis tbresbold is tbe last, yon f old 
Of cloud but bides tbe bills of éold! " 
Tb© pilérim's staff fell on tbe place, 
He passed beyond "witb li^bted face. 

Scarce toucbed bis staff tbe sod 
Wben like tbe almond rod— 
Tbe ancient almond rod, 
It burst to bud and blooin and seed, 
A symbol of tbe pilgrim's meed. — 
Tbe rod sball blossom œons bence; 
One "wbispers, **Lo, 'tis influence!'* 

Flower f airer tban it yet batb borne 
May ope on résurrection mom^ 



Once I dwelt witli f isiier folk 
In a liamlet by tlie sea, 

And my wliole of love vras given 
To th.e maiden XJlalie; 

Ulalie, th.e fislier's dau^liter, 
With. a face as lilies f air, 

"With th.e sunsMne's éol<3^ entangled 
In th.e li^lit "wefts of lier liair; 

Ail lier lif e was full of beauty 
As lier face "waug fair to see, 

And I oould not clioose but love lior— 
Love tlie maiden Ulalie I 

But alas, tlie É^^Y s®^ loved lier, 
Loved and wooed lier tenderly 

Wliispered to lier mom and even 
Of bis kingdom's mysteryl 

Told lier of bis strenéth and dariné, 

Sang ber songs of love most sweet, 
Brou^bt ber jewels for ber wearing, 
72 Swept bis white beard at ber f eet. 



MORNING ON BERKSHIRE HILLS. 73 

One pale eve h.e found lier -walkiné 

On tlie stielvinè sh.ores alone, 
And in fond embrace h.e bore 

Do'wn'ward to liis jasper tlirone. 

Evermore I ait and listen 

At tlie ^a,tGvra,Y of tlie sea, 
For my wliole of love 'was éiven 

To the maiden Ulalie. 



I looked beyond th.e Berksliire Mils 
With. révèrent awe and -wonder, 

Beyond tlie glintinè mountain rills 
And buminé bushes' splendpr; 

I tliouêlit to see Monadnoo's face 

New majesty revealin^, 
But lo, a cloud swiing do-wn tlie space 

The mountain's brow concealiné. 

So, once, "wlien Israël' s seer of old 
ïïad faced tlie li^lit eternal, 

Veiled was bis brow, none mi^bt behold 
Its radiance supemal. 



A tomb, I liave, of granité stone, 
^ ruêé®<3. t»inb -witli moss o'erèrawTi, 
XJpon tlie stone before its door 
Is — "Obiit'* — and nothiné more. 

By day and ni^lit I ^o alone, 
And roll a-way the lieavy stone; 
I enter in tlie darken'd place, 
And lift th.e napkin from the face; 

I press th.e lips, close-sealed and cold, 
To mine— -wlth. lack of smiles gro-wn old— 
And -wonder Avhich. is dead th.e -while, 
Since neither mouth. liath. power to smile. 

//. 

Th.e bour is come wben I may take 
My pale, s"weet dead, for mine own sake, 
And walk again th.e -way tbat leads 
Mid leaping founts and flcwery meads; 

With. eyes tbat smile I now can see 
The ^ifts ber close bands bold for me, . 
And lo, as writ witb meaning wide, 
7^ "Tbe tomb was in a garden side." 



Wlien blossoms first bedeoked th.e earth. 

In Eden's liappy bo"wers, 
Th.e Lord came down in cool of day 

And "walked amoné His flowers ; 

To each. He ^ave its fittiné name, 

To each. a loving word, 
And blessed th.e ^arden He bad made 

Bebolding it was ^ood. ! 

Again be came in cool of day, 

.And walked amon^ His flowers, 
But one He eaw, a blossom fair, 
"Was sad in Eden's bowers ; 

The lovinê Lord bent tenderly 

And raised its droopin^ bead, 
Wben, "Lord, my name I hâve foréot!'* 

Tbe blue eyed blossom said ; 

No cruel word the Master é^ve, 

"Forêét Me Not," spake He, 
And smilinê on the sad, sweet flower, 

Lo, this thy name shall be I " 75 
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Far tlirouéli forest aisles we -wrandered, 
He — my old-tirae love — and I, 

"WTiere tlie shine and sh.adow mincie 
As in liuman destiny I 

With. caresses soft the breezes 

Brushed tlie furrows from eaoh. bro"vsr, 
Tossed our tresses light as "w-hen th.ey 

Clustered éold instead of snow: 

My th.in liand lay lialf atremble 
In my lover' s broader palm, 

Wliile th.e peaoe of earth. and beaven 
Folded "as "witbin its calm: 

Low we read in realm encbanted, 
Poet f anoies sweet and sage ; 

Read our own lon^ life-time story 
From illuminated pa^e ; 

Saw wbere'er a tear bad fallen, 
Or a little ^rave been made, 

There, tbe fairest flowers bad clustered, 
Tbere, the rarest gems were laid. 



Mr OLD-TIME LOVE AND I. 77 

Tlius we linéered till tlie twili^lit 

Curtained o'er tlie archiné skies, 
Tlien "we came up from thé -woodland 
Talkinè \ow in lover-^wlse, — 

But you're smiliné at my story, 
It, peroliance, eliould not be told, 

Tliouéli my lieart so ove]>briinininè 
Scarcely can its gladness liold. 

We, I know, liave passed life's morninè, 

Stand beyond its golden noon, 
Linger in th.e closing t^vilight 

Wbere th.e "goo^ niglits" corne full soon; 

But tbe love tbat blessed our morninè 

Making it a joy to see, 
Is the crowTL of ail life's journey, 

To my old-time Love and me. 



<f 



C^a0M« ^avt 09tn l^ear»^ in ^xu^*** 



On a mountain slopiné nortiiward, 
Mid its shadows dark and oold 

Wliere tlie fiercest "winds were driven 
And tlie blackest stoim-clouds roUed, 

Tliere, my childliood found its slielter— 
Ea^lets liave been reared in sucli— 

Knowinè neither sunsliine's ^lamour 
"NoT the south.-wind's gentle touch.. 

Gray and far tiie sky above me ; — 
Yet I loved its silver sbield, 

White and cold tbe snows around me 
Wlience tbe avalanoh.es pealed. 

Yet I loved tliem — as tbe ea^le 
Loves liis aeiie mid tbe snows— 

But lie leaves it, but he spums it 
When tbe larder world be knovrs 1 

• 

Once I climbed to bi^ber summits 

Overlooking ail I knew, 
And it seemed tbe more I joumeyed 
y8 Somewbat still my footsteps drew, 



THE SHEPHERD, 7g 

'Till I reaclied a oraè "wliere lookiné 

Downward far on eitlier liand, 
Cold I saw my lioino beneath. me— 

But afar tlie valley land. 

Tliere, in sunshine rivera "widened 
As my soûl liad never dreamed, 

There tlie forest and tlie meadow 

With. rich. flower and fruita^e teemed.— 

Does the eagle tliat lias f loated 

In tlie ^OTY of tlie sun 
Seek again tlie liidden aerie 

"Wliere liis simple life begun? 



/. 
XJp mountain passes dark and steep 
An Alpine slieplierd called bis sbeep; 

//. 
Tbe rills tbat f ed tbe vale belo^v 
Had ceased tbeir laugbing overflow, 

And pastures é^oen and dewy sweet 
Grew black and bare beneatb. the beat; 



8o THE HHEPHERD, 

IV. 

But h.eiéh.ts beyond tlie shepherd knew, 
Wliere waving wealth. of grasses grew; 

F. 

Wliere brooks leaped down th.e mountain pass 
And threw tbeir diamonds o'er tlie grass. 

vi. 
Unto the sh.ado^v of ^reat rooks 
The Alpine sbeplierd oalled h.is flocks; 

vil. 
But one tbere "was ■with. lambkin wh.ite 
Tbat would not cliinb tbe ruéé©d heiélit 

VIIL 

The shepherd turned from mountain orest, 
The lamb he laid upon his breast; 

IX, 

Then came the mother to his side, 
And followed close the shepherd-é^id©- 



X. 
My own "white lamb in sweetest rest 
Is borne upon The Shepherd 's breast, 

XI. 
I follow no^v up mountain side 
My sncw "white lamb and Shepherd é'^ide, 

XII, 

The path I thought a rough, dark way 
J find is lit vn.th hoavenly ray^ 



ROCKFORD. 81 

XIII. 

Wliile He upon the mountâin orest 
With my "white lamb upon His breast, 

xiy, 
Hath. love— suchL love upon His face 
The mount doth. grow a lioly place. 



1^0cltfar^* 



Are tlie ch.anging years a myth.? 
As the pine-tree "whispereth, 
Voices 'whisper in my ear 
I had thouéht no more to hear; 
Distance but a mist doth seem 
O'er thee, city of my dreami 

I can see thy river éhde 

With its silver, sun-flecked tide ; 

See it march "with silent pace 
And "wlth shadow-darkened face, 

Past the mounds that f aithf ul keep 

Annals of a race that sleep; 

See it trip with silver feet 

Do-vsm its broad and rocky street, 

'Till it linêers -wrapt in calms, 

Holding in it» circlinè arms 



1 
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Happy Island f air and blest, 
With. its flo-wer'd and femy orest. 

Unto f ancy it dotli seem 
The ench.£unted, mystio stream 
Tliat tlie Poets say doth. flow 
Paet the "Isle of Loné Ago." 




AOIDE 

And The Lyre. 



9n QD^« Ifiintm» 

Night wlnds swept the heavy pines— 

Swept them miêlitilyl 
ThTouéh. th.eir bouglis an antlieni rose 

Rich. with. liannony. 

Wlien tlie liarp I souêlit to f ind 
In tlie piney tree, 
**Lo, th.e lyre is in th.y lieartl" 
Said the pine to me. 



tall and fair the lily stands, 

With. stainless brow and èold©i^ bands; 

Slie bends to me, 

Slie sends to me 
Across tbe fragrance of ber breatb 
Tbe snveetest -word tbat lip e'er saitb. 

Tbou, up and do-wn tbe garden "walk, 
Hast passed full oft my lily stalk. 

But Tinto me, 

And not to tbee, 
Sbe sends across ber fragrant breatb 
Tbe sweetest "word tbat lip e'er saitb. 



**iKt(|a IDBi^ttlh ilôt ^e iBnh7stnî0n*** 

Wbo ■would not be Endymion 
And sleep for aye and aye, 

Witb tbee, Saléné, woman fair, 

To kiss bis oares a-vyayl $5 



Ë6 oDm. 

• 

And yet, methinks, th.o' sleep Tvere BvrB&t 
And still and strong as death., 

Thy kiss -would be the subtle spell 
To "wake th.e bated breath.: 

Such li^bt -would flood tbis little mount 

As Latmiis never kne"w, 
Endymion would crave to d"well 

On Graylock bere -witb you. 



God Odin, thou art kin of ours! 

Tby blood in En^lisb veins 
Tby tbou^bts, O Tbinker, in our bearts, 

Compel to bold refrains. 

Tby bale-f ires leaping up tbe beigbts 

In Norseland^s early days, 
Hâve cau^bt alon^ tbe bills of time 

And set tbe "world ablaze ! 

Tby bero-beart tbat f elt tbe tbrill 

Of nature deep and é^and, 
Saw furtber tban tby obildren saw 

Tbrongb sky and sea and land: 



MTILD STRAWBBRRIES. 

Tlie forces tliat -were Jôtuns grim 
Still match, with. mortal 'will, 

And valor— fiercely slayin^ fear— 
Hath. lioly virtue still. 

Tliy lieart sincère, tliy valor true, 
Hâve keyed thèse after-times 

And send a rugé^^i ridée of truth 
Through later runes ajad rhymes. 



K 
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"Wisest Merlin, dost thou kno'w 
Where "wild stra-wberry olusters èrcw"? 

Do-wn in tangled meado-w é^ass 
Wliere li^^t feet of children pass; 

Where the é^ound-bird^s nest is laid, 
Half in sun and half in shade; 

Where a rosy mist is spread 
O'er the fra^rant clover's bed; 

By the side of ripplin^ streams 
Where the purple iris dreams; 



"Where the "wild-rose drinks the de-w, 
And the violet -wears its blue ; 



il 
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$S WÎLÙ STkÂWB£Rnt£S. 

"Where the ^rapes' è^ôôn. olnster s-winè^ 
Wliere the blackberry trails its "wings; 

"Little maiden, ncw dost know 
Wliere "wild stra-wberry clusters ^row?" 

Wisest Merlin, canst tliou tell 
How tlieir ecarlet berries swell ? 



(( 



II 



Evening tbrouéli the darkness brings 
Drau^hts of dew from unseen springs; 

Day by day is banquet spread 
Of the sunshine's goodly bread, 

**Whisperinè "winds enchantment bilng, 
Rainbcwe aroh them -with thelr "wing. 

"Little maiden, ncw dost kno^w 
llovr the soarlet berries é^O'W?" 

Wisest Merlin canst thou tell 
Why their scarlet berries s^well ? 
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Cornes a maid with ruby lips, 
Rose-leaf palms and finger^tips, 

Pashes sheeny leaves apart 
Hidiné berries' blood-red hearti 



"Little maiden, now canst tell 
Why their scarlet berries s'well?" 



A stran^er miixetrel passes on, 
Forsooth. I lie i3 a kinély one ; 
His liarp of é^ld 
'Neath. mantle fold, 
Is -waked to play "with. s^weetest art 
By beatinê of tlie. minstrel's lieart. 

On mountain side in vestal é^ise 
'Neath. sno-wy robe one sleeping lies; 
Slie bears in dreams 
Tlie ^XLsh of streams, 
And turninè in. lier smiling rest 
Slio-ws knotted violets o'er her breast. 

Beside lier, kneels tlie minstrel low, 
Forsooth. 1 lie dotli more kin^ly è^o^Wy 

His liarp of é^l^i 

'Neath mantle fold, 
Is "waked to play •wlth. sweetest art 
By beatiné of th.e minstrel's lieart. 



Sg 
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My task is liard— as*h.ard as one 
Eurystheus ^arve of old— 

Yet I must dare th.e fiercest seas 
And brinè the fruit of éol^i- 

Tlie dragon lives to èi^ard th.e gâte 
Of Hesper'e oroh.ebî'd fair; 

And liardest f ate I I do not kno-w 
"Wliat "way its portais are. 

No niglit of rest may e'er be mine 
Kor day of languid ease, 

'Till I sliaU briné tbe fruit I seek 
From far Hesperides. 

"With dragons fierce I must contend, 
With. stonns on land and sea, 

■With. ail I liate or f ear or dread 
Must I in confliot be ! 

Yet ail exulting to th.e task 

I cross an unknovm sea, 
E'en Ladon wlll I force to give 
go Tbe guarded fruit to me. 



O'er mominè's azur© liills of peao© 
Rove cloudy flooks -witli snovry fleec©; 

By slieplierd -wind th.e slieep are sent 
Aoross tlie etliery orient. 

In cominé thTO* tlie ^^''^©3 of day, 
Tlie rising tides dash. golden spray 

O'er azuré hills and argent stars, 

And fleck tlie "wliite moon's silver bars; 

Tlie "waves of glory on-ward sweep 

To cloudy flocks of snow "wliite slieep. — 

One souglit of old tlie golden fleeoe; — 
I find it on thèse liills of peaoe. 



A roving lover is tlie Breeze 

Awooing ail my blooming trees, 

And like some otlier lovers liere, 

He "woos tlie beauty that is nearl 

But yester mom lie filled my rooms ç/ 



^ Lëgbnd oP" Abraham aî^d ms guest, 

Witli wreatlis of snowy cherry blooms, 
Ere niélit the blusliinè apple bouélis 
Confessed his kisses and liis vows; 
Today tlie peaoli lias olieeks aflaine, 
And trembles "wlien lie siàbs lier name; 
Ere ni^lit the fickle, faithless Breeze 
Will sing and si^li in otber trees. 

A moral's in my little sonél 

I prythee, do not read it vnroné. 



At tlie door of Abraliani's tent 
Stood a stran^er old and bent, 
Craved to lay bis staff aside 
And 'till tbe morrow tbere abide ; — 
Forth. the patriarcb came "with haste, 
Fullest "welcome gave bis ê^©st; 
Brou^bt cool "water for bis feet, 
And a kid most tender, ffweet, 
From bis berd be ordered dressed 
As a supper for bis g'u.est; 
Tbis "witb cakes and milk be spread, 
And beside tbe méat and bread 
Laid fair olusters of tbe vine— 
Globes of Ecbol's purple "wine, 



LEGEND OF ABRAHAM AND HIS GUEST, gj 

Sach. as Israel's épies sinoe found 
On th.e patriarch-'s vineyard éï'0"^i^<3- 

Tiimed tlie old man to liis food, 

But by neither look nor word 

Gave lie token tliat lie knevr 

Unto 'wh.oin ail tb.anka are due. 
** Pause and lionor tliou tliy God! " 

Came tlie patriaroli's liasty -word. 

But tlie stranger é^^Y and old 

Ans"wered 'with. défiance bold: 
"Unto me no ^oô. is known 

Save tlie ^oô. of fire alone.'' 

Abraliam then in wratb and mi^lit 
Drove tlie old man from liis siêlit. 

Scaroe beyond fair Llamre's oak 

Passed tlie stranger, ère tliere spoke 

Otlier Voice at Abraliam' s side: 
"Wliere no-w doth. thy é'u.est abide?" 

Bowed tlie patriarcli 'with. his face 

To tlie éround, for ail tlie place 

Sbone wlth. li^bt beyond tbe ray 

Of tlie Sun in f ullest day ; 

From his lips low ans^wer came, 
"Since lie lionored not Tby Name, 

Lord, I drove liim from my door." 

Gently spoke tlie Voice once m.ore; 



04 ROBIIfS, 

"Loi thèse liiixidred years l've borne 
Ail h.is folly, ail hlfl scom, 
Couldst not tliou but é^^e hi m rest 
For one niètit? — He was tby é^est.* 

Humbly tben tlie patriarch. went, 
Led a^ain into bis tent 
Hin;!, ^vbo, bent and é^ay and old 
Trembled in tbe storm and cold; 
Gave from f ullest stores tbe best, 
Witb a blessing to bis é^est. 



Slaliin** 



Wben tbe eartb from slumber wakens 
At tbe soft kiss of tbe sprint, 

Hoineward baste tbe bappy robins 
From tbeir forei^n winterin^; 

Seek again tbe tiny bouses 

Wbere tbeir last year's loves were spent, 
Find tbem fuU of dry leaves drifted, 

And tbeir smootb walls marred and rent 

Yet tbey ériô'V'e not o'er tbeir losses, 
But "wltb sweet talk never stilled, 

Searcb tbe budding "woods and orcbards 
For new baunts "wbere love may build ; — 



ROSINS, 05 

Th.ere tliey liear tlie liappy -whispers 
Of th.e youné leaves hid a,^jva,y, 

Hear th.eiïi as tliey wake a little, 
Askinè of th.e oominè May I 

Robins know tlie pleasant stories 

Tliat tlie April rain-drops tell, 
Tlirilliné with. tlieir ê^i^^le touclies 

Ail the "wlld flowers of tlie dell; 

First are tliey to see tlie violets 

Pushiné folded leaves apart, 
With. tlieir blue eyes peerinè upward — 

Modest blooms so sweet of lieartl 

First to see the barebells swinéiné — 

Fair as robin's eéé ^ bue — 
And to liear tbeir olappers rinèiné 

For tbe banquets of tbe dew; — 

In old orobards fair and fra^rant 
Witb tbeir -wreatb of mimic snow 

Ligbtly -vsrreatblné é^najolêd branolies, 
Driftinè on tbe ^round below, 

Find tbey nooks of sun ajid sbadow, 
"WTiere tbeir "weary "win^s may rest, 

"Wbere tbeir birdisb loves are spoken, 
And tbey brood o'er liappy nest. 



96 ROBINS, 

O the pleasure of the spriné-time, 
Fiill of -wild birds' lovin^ lore 1 

th.G èladness of the summer 

With. its sweet work brimmin^ e'erl 

O tlie joy of first beb.oldiné 

Dainty wee tbin^s in tbe nest, 

And of feeliné younèlin^s quiver 
Close against tbe niotbe2>breast I 

O tbe eartb'fl sweet wealtb in rearinê 
Darliné nestfnl youn^ and fair 

And of teacbiné win^s to winnow 
Summer' s blue and ample air! 

Happy robins, do I wonder 

At tbe first breatb of tbe sprin^, 

Ye so joyous, bomeward basten 
From your foreién wlnteriné? 



Do'wn in marslies cool and dank, 
'Mid thick grasses tall and rank, 
Wh.ere tlie deepest sliado-ysTS sleep, 
And the silent sunbeams creep, 
Wavinè "worlds of beautfy lie 
Hidden from the careless eye; 

Ail day long tlie mominé olings 
'Round tlieir oooling "water sprinès; 
Sliélitest breezes siiake tlie dew 
Into mists of rainbo-vsr hue, 
Dropping diamonds on the strings 
That the busy spider swings; 

In the mosses soft and sweet 
Starry blossoms hide their f eet, 
Spill their honey for the bées, 
Shake their fragrance to the breeze, 
Give a brightness to the grass, 
Nod to ail the "winds that pass ; — 

There the pitcher plant is set. 

And the "water violet; 

There the willow's crimson stems 

Sprin^-time tJw^a^s with silver gems, g^ 
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q8 enchanted GROUND. 

Wliile tb.e 8uinmer's ardent raya 
Fire the grass with. lilies' blaze. 

Ccwrslips, -with their disks of é^ld, 
Prank the marsiies' velvet fold, 
And osmunda -waves lier plumes 
O'er the nymphœa's queenly blooms 
Pimpemel and sed^es fair 
Mingle with the orohid's hair: 

From Tvhite buds— like silver beads- 
Hanéing thiok amoné the reeds, 
Up-waxd to the lark that sings 
By the éushinè "water sprints, 
Ail the marshes' heart is full 
Of the éospel— Beautiful. 



Ye Tvho "weary with the loa.d 
Borne upon life's dusty road, 

Think ye tliat no fairies d^well 
On the mountain, in the dell? 

Then your lessons ne'er were found 
Upon earth's enchanted é^ound; 






ENCHANTED GROUND, 99 

Ye liave read stem reason's book, 
Not from tree and cloud and brook; 

Ye bad leamed far sweeter things 
From the woods and water-springs. 



Wheii of fasbion's oant I tire, 
And of "wise men's words of fixe, 

Tben to fairy folk I flee, 
Childbood's faitb ray sesamé, 

Rarest secrets do tbey tell 
Of our sweet earth's miracle; 

To ber beaili tbey lean so near 
Her tmspoken tbou^bts tbey bear; 

Hear ber to ber nurselin^s sin^ 
Loviné lullabies of sprin^, 

See ber vrrap tbeir feet from cold 
'Neatb ber mantle's fleecy fold; — 

Ere a seed from darkness springs, 
Or a flower unfolds its wings. 

Ev'ry garden lies apart 

In tbe dream.Jand of ber beart,— 
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no ENCHANTED GROUND. 

Fairies see her teaoli the vine ^ 

Hovr its slender stem eh ail tvrine, 

Ho^w to grasp th.e oak th.at stands 
Reacliing do'wn'ward h-elping liands; 

Tliey can tell th.e partiidge^s tune, 
How to laugb. ba^ck to the loon; 

Wliy the "wild duoks -when they fly 
Write Qreek delta, on the sky; 

Wh.y the ioe on vrinter eves 
Mimics flo'wers and frouded leaves; 

They can teach us -where to f ind 
AU the musio of the ^wlnd; 

"Who doth tune the pine's harp-strinés 
Where Pan's fluted reed still sinés; 

How the wood-birds leam their lore, 
What the song the sky-larks pour 

From the bosom of the cloud— 
Musio- flooded, rapture-bowed ! 

Busy is each elf and sprite 
Sunny day and clouded night; 

Hast ne'er seen them guide the bées 
TJnto honey-lauden trees? 
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ENCHANTED GROUND, loi 

Seen tbein pusli th.e leaves apa«rt 
'Till warm STinshine kissed tlie lieart 

Of wild stra'wbeiTy chill and pale 
'Neath. thé grasses* lieavy veil? 

Tlieir brown liands it is th.at spread 
Autumn leaves of ^diô. and red 

O'er the violet's tender liea*d, 
O'er the queenly iris' bed.— 

Fragrant f eito. and eglantare 
With. tbe "waving maiden-bair ; 

Deok tbe fairies' banquet bail, 
Wbile tbe twinkling water-fall 

Witb its tambourine dotb f ill 
Pauses of the 'vsrhip-poor-vnll. — 

Ye -who "weary with the load 
Borne upon life's dusty road, 

Seek the child -vsrhose days are spent 
'Neath the forest's sun-flecked tent, 

He -wlll tell you "with delight 
Where the fairies meet to-ni^ht. 

Feasting -with them in the glen 
Ye shall find your youth again. 



I 



/. 
Kinê Frost came down from the North. Countree, 
Seekinè a bride of liiéli denrée. 

//. 
Annor lie "wore of a silver slieen, 
And diainond stars on liis breast were seen ; 

He came in baste for bis steeds "were fleet, 
But bis beart outran tbeir flyiné feet; 

/F. 
And near tbe close of an autumn day 
He pansed "where ^a-rdens in é^o^T' l^Yî 

V. 

A stainless lily in satin dress 

Stood fair and lone in ber saintliness; 

F/. 
He passed ber by, **Sbe is wbite,'* said be, 
*'As maidens are in tbe Nortb Countree ! " 

v/f. 
Tbe lily drooped at bis word of scorn, 
No fairer knigbt bad sbe looked npon. 

V//L 

He paused not vrhere tbe lady-in-misl; 
By prince 's feather Tvas li^btly kissed, 



KING FJiOST*S WOOING OF THE ROSE, 103 

IX, 
Scaroe êlanoed at poppies noddinè and tall, 
But liastened on to a trellised "wall 

X, 

Wliere bluslied a rose, and lier breatli was balm, 
Her velvet clieek "witli its beauty -warai ; 

xr. 
Tbe frost kiné "whispered "Be mine, sweet rosel" 
Wbat ber lips answered nobody kno"ws; 

XTL 

Tbo' in tbe annals of flowery lore 

'Tis "WTitten, tbe rose was seen no more.— 

XIII. 

By trellised "wall, on "window pane, 

Tbe mom sbowed pictures of vraviné ^xalTif 

XIV. 

Of Alpine vales and an edelweiss, 
Of driftdné snows and a field of ice; 

XV. 

Of vessels sailin^ o'er wind-swept seas, — 
But fairer tban ail and over tbese 

XVI, 

Was traced — a kni^bt witb a silver crest 
Wbo bore a rose away on bis breast. 



'"Tis tlie first of Nisan, Raohel, \ 



ti 



And at dawTi, sweet wlfe, dost kno-w, 
If th.e God of Israël wllletli, 
I éo to tlie plains to scv^r." 

Then th.e éoo<i "wife ans'wered ^ently, 
With. a touoh. of Hebrew pride, 

Wliile lier voice -was S'weet as fountains 
Unto Joseph, at lier side: 

May tlie God of Israël bless tliee, 
Give to tliee an liundred fold, 

Making ail tlie plain at liarvest 
Like a sea of rippling é^ld. 



**Tlioii art ri^lit, oli, my belovéd, 
For tlie "winter's cliillinÊ blast, 
And tlie floodin^ rains of sprin^-tinie 
Like a fleeting dream are past; 

"Wben tlie early mominè breaketh. 
And tlie sliado-ws flee a"way, 
I will -witli tliee to tlie palm trees; — 
104 Lack of thee brings "weary day I 
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*♦ BEHOLD A SOWER WENT FORTH TO SOW:* iog 

■ 

May the Lord of liarvest send tlieo 
Gentle de"ws from Hermon's cro-wn, 

Let the sun-sliowers' ^oïâ^ betoken 
Ricliest harvest for tliine owti. 

And, belovéd, son of Israël, 

Let us trust and "work so well 
Tliat, peroliance, our God may sito^w us 

Him of wliom tlie propliets tell! '' 



On the plain the son of Israël 

SoT«red the seed to left, to ri^ht, 

Thinking less of golden harvest 

Than of prophet's words of might. 



Lo I anear the f aithf ul so"wer 
Noting every grain of gold, 

Spake The One •whom Israël -waited, 
He by prophets long foretold. 



Mirrored fair, Lord Léon 's bride 
Lin^ers at the f ountaiii's side ; 
Crystal diamonds linked "with. pearls 
Hanè amoné lier lieavy onrls; 

Lady Claude is very fair 
Wlien no jewels bind lier liair, 
But lier diamonds are tlie pride 
Of tlie lordly Leon's bride. 

Let tbe dewy grasses sbake 
For this liauglity lady 's sake, 
Let lier see ^wliat -wealtli of è©Das 
Deck tlie grasses* slender stems! 

Lady Claude is queenly fair 
Cro-wmed vrith. wef ts of sunny liair. 
Flowing do^m from brow to knee — 
Wavelets of a golden seal — 

From tliy quiver, miglity sun, 
Let tliy sbining arrows run, 
Let tbem lie on -wood amd "wold 
toô Like a gleaming cro-wn of gold; 



CALENiyULAS, tùf 

Let Tie see "wliose wealth. is greatest, 
Wliioli of th.ese sliall ^leam tlie lategt. 

m 

Ail th.y éold, sun, is briêlit, 
But the lady's looks are -wliite. 



^ai9nlbyxXa»* 



" So called because they are in Jloioer during the calends of each month 
that isy during every month in the year.** 

Not slieeny oups of malacliite 

Uplifted to th.e sun, 
Nor slender ums of lilies wh.ite 
Can match, my peerless one. 
I know a blossom thou sliouldst see, 
The starry flo"wer of constancy. 

Calend'ulas "with. golden ray 

My love doth. 'wear in troth.-knot é^Yî 

She makes December fair as Mayl 

One calls th.e rose his flo'vsrer of love, 

The pansy^is for thought; 
The minstrel "winds that gally rove 
Can hâve the rose for nought. 
And royal pansies will not stay 
In days of darkened destiny. 



ROr AND THE PAIRIES, 

Calexid'tLla43 "with. golden ray 
My lady "wears in love-knot è^y, 
She makes December fair as Mayl 

Wlien dlsappointments darken life, 

And "windfl ^rovr wlnterKîold, 
My nxiser lieart tnms from the strife 
To love's unclianging éo^^î 
Dark sh.ado'ws flee wlien once I see 
My priceless flo'wer of oonstajicy. 

Calend'ulae, tliro' darkest day 

My love doth "wear in tax)tli-knot ^a»Y\ 

Sh.e makes December fair as May. 



**Is it true that tliere are fairies?" 
"Wliispered Roy one summer day, 
Wlien tlie lilies and th.e lupines 

Danced and nodded in their play ; 

And th.e motlier ans'wered softly, 
With. a far off dreamy look 

As if reading from lier cMldliood, 
And the sweet "world's fairy book : 



ROr AND THE FAIRIES, aoQ 



"Look, my Roy, into the rosebud 
Where its fadrest damask pairts, 
SometbÎDg very sweet is liidden 
In its secret lieart of h.earts; 



(< 



Go amoné tlie bendiné é^^sses 

Wliile the tremblinê dew-drops cliné, 

Peer into tbe moming-élories 

"WTiere tbeir pairple trumpets svrinê; 



"See ^wliich. "way th.e fems are bowlng, 
Bending as if queens swept by; 
Take your nap on mossy pillows 
'Neath. th.e blue tent of th.e sky ; 

"Linger oft'nest "wliere the brooklet 

Qlides and ^li^ts 'neatb branches green, 
Corne and tell me in the élo^^minè 

AU the s'weet thin^s you hâve seen." 

Roy is leaming happy lessons, 
And his eyes é^ow 'wondei^wide, 

As he listons in the forest 
To the voices at his side; 

What he f inds in rock and ninlet, 
What he leams from faun and elf — 

Hidden secrets of the "wild-wood — 
He "will tell one day himself , 



Ail day lonè tlie poet sings 
To a lyre "witli silver strin^s; 
In h.is soûl lie niélitly liears 
Musio of th.e starry splieres, 
Listens to tlie rytlun low 
Tinted clouds make in tlieir flow. 

Forests "with. ttieir "wavin^ liair 
Lure h.ini f rom a world of care ; 
Tiiere, 'neath. sliady baldaciiin, 
Sees lie spiders "weave and spin 
Tlireads of silver, -webs of mist, 
De-wy-jeweled, sunsliine kissed, 
Fittest woof to be tbe wear 
Of tbe poet' s cliild of air ! 

He oan read tlie faint desiéns 
Mosses 'Write upon tlie pines, 
Or "wlth. lover 's beart disclose 
Vedas of eaob flower tliat grows. 
'Neatb tbe evenin^'s veil of mist 
Hears be rose by dew-drop kissed, 
And tbe bours of midnigbt toUed 
110 By tbe lily's bell of éol<i- 



THE POET, tu 

Nature owtis the poet's lieart, 
Knows it is of lier a part; 
Unto him slie opes h.er store, 
StLOWS him ail lier mystio lore; 
• For his joy slie drops at ni^lit 
Ruby red and olirysolite; 
In tlie mominé spreads anew 
Tints of every name and Ime! 

East and "west and south. and nortli, 
Tlirouéli ail lands slie leads him forth.; — 
Treading lofty mountain roads, 
Wears lie purple like the é^^s, 
And in vales -where -waters sin^ 
Lau^hs he wlth the river kin^ ; — 

Every morn she lifts the haze 
From more opal-tinted days, 
Eaoh tomorrow leads him thro* 
Sweeter valleys than he kne-w ; 
And the son^s he sin^s the best 
Are those borrowed from her breast. 



Merry maidens coiint th.eir je^^^els, 
Hold tlieirL up'ward sunsliine-kiBsed, 

Name them as tliey drop th.em slo-wly, 
"Piery opal, ametliyst, 

" 3'asper-fltone and buming ruby, 

Bride-like pearl, oiialoedoiiy ; " — 
So the nxaidenB oount tlieir jewels; — 
Only— only one bave II 

But my jevrel makes me ricber 

Tb£Ln tbe Sind wbose marble floor 

He bad piled "witb è^ld and jewels 
From its casement to its door. 

Onoe a prince came proudly ridiné 
On a royal red-roan steed, 
**Ne'er drew rein so kin^ly rider I" 
Said my beart in very deed. 

Tbou^b a royal minstrel, musiné, 

By bis zitbem, seek to tell 
Ail tbe kni^bt-bood of tbat rider, 
ff9 It "vsrere past bis mirswîle ! — • 



SWEET'FERN, u$ 

Heart! I could not still tliy fleetness, 

And a ^oxy swept tbe place ; 
Was it but the sun at noon-day 

Or th.e love-liélit in h.is face? 

On nxy Jiand iiie jewel fitted 

Makes me lieaxt and brow a queen; 

Like a steadf ast star it shineth. • 
Earth.ly sliadowinés between. 



Bit of couraéel never daunted 
Tliouéh. in rooky meadow planted 

Drawln^ strenéth. from granité stonel 
Gladly grow in barren places, 
Tliou liast by th.y simple grâces 

Made tbe rougb rock like a tbrone. 

Every breeze tbat bas caressed tbee, 
Every è^rment's bem tbat pressed tbee 

Tbou bast filled "witb fragrances. 
Sweet inspirer, propbet, preacberl 
Tbou art dew-anointed teacber 

From tbe beavenly distances, 



tt4 SWEET-FERN. 

'iAsuY I too lend é^ntle éra»ces 

To life's liard and barren places. 

To eaxîh. soûl tiiat touclies mine 
Be new liope and courage ^iven, 
Help to see, th.rouéli clouds a-riven, 

Li^lits along tiie liarbor line. 




. LICHENS 

From Life's Led^es. 



Hoary lioliens oreep and oliné 
To thie rouêh. lip of tlie sprinê, 
Catoliiné in th.eir cups of è^ebY 
Misty drops of silver spray. 

Mimio éot^lets è^&y and "white, 
As if ê^'O'W'n in pale rnoonli^lit, 
Are ye beakers frosted fine, 
Deftly oarved wltli quaint design • 
Beakers for the folk tliat dwell 
In th.e sliadow-tented dell? 



Tlie mountain 'wears upon its breast 
Th.e faitbful lichens' silver crest; 
Wlien -winds are ron^h. and storms assail 
Thiey firmer cling nor droop nor quail. 

HeartI tbou wilt like the licbens prove 
Unflinoh.iné ? Tbey thy type of love? 



tJà 



Ash.en pale leaVes, 
Fasliioned frail leaves 
From th.e sad Getîhseinane I 
Ho'w é^e^w ye leaves? Wliat knevr ye leaves 
Of th.e Passion's mystery, 
Of my Master's agony? 
What bloody s-weat 
On Olivet, 
Drew ye with. iclior from your tree? 
Aslien pale leaves, 
Broken frail leaves, 
For your sorrow f ell ye 
In tlie sad Getlisemajie ? 



CDh« ^iatnt» 



I brinê my statue 
Into the public square 
Where ail tlie torch.es glare; 

Tlieir gatliered li^lit 
Sliall prove my work, 

If it be ri^îit. jt^ 



Art thou the -wraith. of the dead, 01 thou mist? 

Of the river in falling slain? 
Tlius doth. the soûl of the -water released 

To the heavens retum again? 



CD%« ^HvUm* 



I came upon sweet Naturels shrine, 
Th.e "winds h.er vespers sung, 

Upon a rose-tree's crown of thom 
Her beads of prayer "were hunè- 



Carvéd cups of alabaster 
Sealed thro' ail the li^l^t, 

Broken in the hush of even 
To anoint the feet of Ni^ht! 



I heard a song in treble evreet, 
Like rythmic beat of fairy feet 
Atiippin^ over silver sand 
ti8 Within a flo'we3>embroidered land 



THE BROOK. nç 

I follcwed "wliere th.e soft sonè l©d 
By slender leash.— a sîlver tliread — 
'Till in tlie osier-curtained nook 
I met the blue eyes of th.© brook. 



®hje ^vp0H, 



The little brook it "was so f air, 
Its prattle "was so svreet to bear, 

"With bearto'erflo-w 

It lau^bed so low, 
I loné©d to take up in my arms 
Tb© littl© brook •wltb ail its cbamis 

And oairy it forever tbere. 



Sometimes the "world bas a ruéé©^ patb 
And we toil till oiir f e©t are pained, 

And our bearts grow f aint as "w© stand at ni^bt 
And moiim tbat no more is gainod. 

But davms at last a êlorio'^s morn, 

Or d©sc©nds a star^é^^ i^é^"^ 
Wben a'W"©d, "w© stand on tbe fartbest bill 
Witb tbe borne of ,our soûls in siélit. 



The Lord hath crowned lier womanliood 

With. coronation lioly, 
Th.' anointinè oil of èri©^ hath made 

Her kin unto the lowly. 



Beautiful bluebird, where "were you bom? 
"In a oloudy nest in the azuré davTn." 

Where leamed your sweet and silvery note? 
"From the ripple of olouds that over us float.'* 

Why came from your cloudy bluebell nest? 
'*To drop a new melody into your breast." 



One lieth dead since yestei>niom 

Who long had borne the scom of scom; 

The hâte of hâte had been his bread; 
J20 But for sweet love he lieth dead. 



I stand in a"we and -wonder muoh. 

At tliis MYSELF I do not know. 
It of t éludes my power to liold 

And "wanders where I cannot ^o. 

"With folded eyes I lie at ni^lit 

And sleep in imagery of deatli, 
Yet restless éli<i©9 tlie stran^e MYSELF 

Tlirouéli realms^wliere mortal ne*er drew breath.. 

I tum vTlth. fear I cannot still 

From tliis mysterious self of mine 

To Him who "WTOU^lit and still controls 
The mystery so near divine. 



He "wlio opens royal lii^liway 
For tlie cominê feet of Trutli, 
Slirove liath. kept in "wildemesses, 
With. the bread of man's distresses 

And the soulf ul cup of ruth. j2i 



Not flaming sword nor ch.erubiin 

Could liinder Naturels song and story; 
"With. "heajrt attnned in Eden's é^o^T^ 

Slie foUowed man to comfort him. 



Down amon^ tlie tangled gra.sses 
Found I Summer lyinè dead, 

Slirouded in tlie leaves of Autuxan, 
Faded ^arlands round lier liead* 

Wliile I kneeling ê^^ed npon lier, 
Si^liiné for lier vanished éraoe, 

Lon^inè for lier rippliné lau^liter, 
"Winter^s "white beard liid lier faboe. 



Tlie one wlio builds tlie poorest 

Has need to toil the more. 
For him "wliom nau^lit can conquer 
123 Tbe èif t is at the door. 



He made tlie désert dry and the bosky wood, 
Th.e mountain's lieiglit and tlie riyer's road, 
Tlie thomy track, and tlie raossy "way, 
Tlie fire by nièlit and tbe cloud by day;— 
Tbey ail sliall be -wlien I am ^one^ 
Yet eacb -was made for me alone. 



*< 



^0l 9^ avx ipa^**' 



Long, sad and dark lier niglit of pain liath. been ; 

Ail lier eartb-lif e slie liath. known no otlier. 
Death came, and simply said, "Loi I am Day," 

S"weetly epoke, and low, as nursing motlier. 



Tlie Sun— a cup of gold— 

Tlie liand of day doth. liold; 

It is a stirrup-oup 

Slie tremblin^, boldetli up. 

"With. oold ^xa^Y lip 

Its wine doth. sip ; 
Tlie blood-red "wine from stirrup-oup 
Is sliaken as slie liolds it up ; 
It stains tlie cloud, tlie mount, tlie lea, 
Sinks tlie cup into tlie sea. n^ 



By h.ands unseen, liglit scarfs of mist 
Are lifted froin th.e runninè rills 
Th.at "wind about tlie "waMn^ liills 

Like necklaces of ametliyst. 



** Once upon a time a •malnut treeprayed that H mtght bear lilUs,** ■••Fable 

Anguish. tlirills th.e listeninè vrood 
As th.e cutter' s ax rin^s out; 

'Tis tlie trees' béatitude, 

Falls the "walnut -with. a sbout! 



Subtle skill tlie carver bolds 

As lie cbisels ni^lit and mom.— 

Lo I from out tlie wood's dark folds 
Royal lilies liave been bom. 



|];«a«r««« 



Leaves are tlie little obildren 
Tlie motlier-tree doth. keep; 
Wlien summer's day is ended 
J24 Tbey lay tliem down to sleep. 



My ma^i brou^lit me opals. 

Tliey are frozen tears, I said, 

Tears Eve in Eden slied! 

A luster from lier sliininè ©y©s, 

Tlie moon-liélit floodinè paradise, 
Imprisoned lie in opals! 



||Cu«i{c^«4 



Very true tlie balanôe wei^lietli — 
Tlio' its -weigliinê be not fast, 

Brows tbat life to ctowhs lias sliapen 
Tbey sliall ^wear tlieir crowns at last. 



A. B, D. 

Sbe brou^bt me oomfort that sad day. 

I called lier "friend" in simple "way, 

Il'or knevr ber an^el sweet and Avise 

Beoause sbe stood in buman ^uise.— 

Alasl tbat -we sbould be so slow 

Tbe an^els at our side to know. /aj 



Royal Osmunda, liasom and fair 
With. tresses liélit as a màiden's are, 
And breath. as S'weet as from rosy lips, 
Tell me, Osmunda, -wlio sips, -wIlo sips? 

Were I the "wlnd tliat arovinè é*^®^, 

l'd find the nook 'wliere tlie Osinnnd giows 

And dvT'ell "with. lier in a vale apart 

Or bear Osm.unda a'way on my beart. 



Th.at is Art— tlie truest art — 
Whioli is Naturels counterpart, 
Stiowlnè in a younger face 
Imaéed fair tlie motlier's grâce . 



CD^je 09ch* 



Riins tlie beck with laugliter ^p^ild, 
Leapiné cliffs like gayest child. 



On tlie cold breast of tlie rocks 
n^ Lie its tbin and wbitened locks. 



Art tihou queen of fairy-liood, 

Or a "woman rarç 
Wliose sweet spirit's inner mood 

Maketli é^ow so fair? 



®J^i9 iiifu»** 



Kno-w tliou— th.e dairk, tlie chill, tlie frost, 
None are upon thy garden lost. 



Th.y bo-wer without thèse ministries 
Must laok its fair viréinities. 



t9f 



